


ThcTragedie 

If cuer~he haue wife, let her be mad; 

As miferable by the death ofhim. 

As I am made by my poorcLord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertley with your holy load 
T aken from c Paules to be interred there: 

And ftillasyouareawearieofthe.waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Hewnvcoarfe. 

Enter Glojhr, 

(jlo.Stzy you that beare thecoarfe,andfet it downe, 

La. What blackeMagitianconiures vp this fiend 
T o ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, VilIaine,fetdowne the coarfe,or by SuPanl, 
lie make acoarfe of him thatdifobeyes. 

Gen. Stand backe and let the Coffin palle. 

Glo. Vnmanner’d dog, ft and thou when 1 command; 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint ftrike fhee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble,are you ali afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelL 
Auant thou fearefull mimfter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou canft not haue,therefore be gone* 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitie,be not l'o curft. 

La. Foule diuell.for Gods fake hence & trouble vs not. 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell; 

Fil’d it'with curling, cries and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight, to view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this pacterne of thy butcheries* 

Gh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afreffi. 
Blufli,bulfli,thoulumpe of foule deformitie, 

For ti s thy prefence that exhales this blood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwels. 

Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. . 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his death: 

Oh earth, which this blouddrink’ft,reucnge his death: 

Ei ther heauen with lightning ftrike the murthcreir dead. 






of Richard the Third* 

Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quicke, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hel-gouerndarmehath butchered* 
glo. Lady, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad,blelTing< forcurfcs, 

La. Yillanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittic, 

Glo. But I know none,and therefore am no bead* 

La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafc deuine perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giue mcleaue, 

By circumftancc but toacquite my felfe* 
Z*e.vouchfafedefufed infection of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils, but to giue me Icaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy cuifed felfc. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfc. > 

La * Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfc. 
glo. By fuch difpairc 1 fliould accule my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (liouldft thou Hand excufdc, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy daughter vpon others. 

Glo.Szy that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they ate not dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliffi flaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband* 

La, Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

, In r !] y , fou , Ie , thro ^ thou Queene Margrct faw 

Thy oloodly faulchidn fmoakiilg in his blood 

Thewhich thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beate afide the poynt. 

\A?U- U i w f? P r , ouokcd by her flanderous tongue 
Which aide their guiftvpon my guiltlefleflioulders. 

Wbt b n h ° U W f prouokcdb y bloodie mindc. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 

D.dft thou not kill this King? (klgrantyee* 
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